TKc First WiU Rose

OYEZ, oyez, there is news to-day!
Gome, you folk of the woodland way,
Hasten, folk of the velvet toes,
And see the birth of the first wild rose.
Follow me soft between the trees,
Bunnies and butterflies, birds and bees.
Run, little dormouse, bring your mate,
And tell the squirrel I may not wait.
For the kiss of the sun will wake the rose,
So hasten, Wings and Velvety Toes.

Low on the hedge she lies asleep.
Gome, you bunnies, and softly peep 1
Fly, you butterflies hovering near
And kiss the sweetest rose of the year.
Palest pink will her petals be
When from the bud they are shaken free,
And sweet as honey her scent will come,
(Hush, little bees, too loud you hum),

And hush now, folk of the velvet toes,
For the sun is waking the first wild rose !
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" said Old Shellover,
What ? " says Creep.
" The horny old Gardener's fast asleep;
The fat cock Thrush
To his nest has gone,
And the dew shines bright
In the rising Moon ;

Old Sallie Worm from her hole doth peep ;
" Come 1 " said Old Shellover.
" Ay I " said Creep.
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